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hit a bullock. The animal must have been lying broad-
side across the track. The engine had shifted it several"
yards, and had probably killed it outright. At any rate,
there was only beef when we found it. The impact had
derailed the engine, and the carriages that ,had gone up in
the air failed to land on the rails, with the result that we
were several hours late in reporting at the barracks. Mean-
while, the story had got about that there had been a
fatal accident in which most of us had lost our lives. In
actual fact, nobody was seriously hurt, apart from a few
cuts.
The barracks at St. Thomas's Mount are about half an
hour's march from the village, and nearby were the houses of
several army pensioners, who were spending their retire-
ment in various civil jobs. Unfortunately there had been
an outbreak of cholera in the civilian quarters, and the
inhabitants had been taken into the barracks where they
were given temporary quarters. The result was that we
recruits spent our first night under canvas. When I woke
up I could hardly open my eyes for the mosquito bites. In
fact I had been so badly bitten that I was ordered to report
to the doctor.
" Are you a recruit, young man ? "
" Yes, sir."
"I thought so. When you've been here a bit longer
you'll learn how to deal with these things. Now, when you
go to bed to-night see that your head and arms are under
the blanket."
This sounded like suffocation to me, but, nevertheless, it
also seemed tHe lesser evil, and it proved effective. Old
soldiers are fond of deriding the comforts of the modern
army and like to say that the modern soldier is tucked up in
bed and called with early morning tea. Be that as it may,
I sincerely hope that mosquito nets have been introduced at
St. Thomas's Mount.
" Do you see that hill ov^r there ? '* said an old hand to
me one night just before turning in, " They say St. Thomas
preached the gospel from there. That's why they call it St.
Thomas's Mount. That building you can see is a convent